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in a lower room, and the bright light and wide-open
window enabled me to see the interior with remark-
able clearness.  I saw, sitting in a chair, the most
remarkable-looking man I have ever seen. On the
hearth-rag in front of him were strewn a number of
flowers, and on either side of the chair were piles of
books. He was reading with extraordinary eagerness
and rapidity. Sometimes a finger would race along
a line, stop, and then go on again. Sometimes he
would give a low, haunting laugh, and at other times
he would bang the open book with his fist. Now he
closed the volume, rose, and lifted from the hearth-rug
a number of flowers, as many as he could hold in both
arms. He buried his face in them and talked to them
in a soft, caressing way. Then he laid them gently
down again and walked briskly to the open window
and looked out. Our eyes met. There was some-
thing eerie in that look of his. Then he smiled, with
almost the same effect as when a dog shows his
teeth. It was a malignant smile, and yet for all that
irresistible.

He stretched forfch his arm and beckoned to me. .

I drew closer.   There might have been cords to
that beckoning n ne'er of his. I could do no other
than obey his silent summons.

" Well, Stranger, " he said, in a curiously musical
voice, " so my doings interest you ? "

" I must apologise for intruding upon your privacy,n
I said. (c Your doings certainly did interest me, and